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ar it, and a brick smashed into his car’s door. He slant on the brakes and drove back to the place where th 
was very polite and apologetic. “| am sorry, Mister. | didn't know what else to do,” he pleaded. “I had to throw 
the rapidly swelling lump in his throat. Then, he hurrieþly lifted the other kid from the spot and put him back ir 


d the little boy push the brother who uses a wheelchail down the sidewalk. It was a long and slow ride back ho 
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Augurio Abeto 


Original Song: 
Dandansoy, bayaan ta ikaw 
Pauli ako sa Payaw 
Ugaling kon ikaw hidlawon, 
Ang Payaw imo lang lantawon. 


Dandansoy, kon imo apason 
Bisan tubig di ka magbalon 
Ugaling kon ikaw uhawon 
Sa dalan magbubon-bubon. 


Konbento, sa diin ang cura? 
Munisipyo, sa diin hustisya? 
Yari si Dansoy makiha, 
Makiha sa paghigugma. 


Panyo mo kag ini'ng panyo ko, 
Gisi-gisi-a kay tambihon ko, 
Ugaling kon magkasilo, 
Bana ta ikaw, asawa mo ako. 


English Version: 
Dandansoy, | must depart 
For Payao is calling my heart 
Should you happen someday to miss me 
Just look out to Payao, where I'll be 


Dandansoy, bayaan ta ikaw 
Pauli ako sa Payaw 
Ugaling kung ikaw hidlawon 
Ang Payaw imo lang lantawon 


Dandansoy, | must depart 
For Payao is calling my heart 
Should you happen someday to miss me 
Just look out to Payao, where I'll be 


Dandansoy, | must depart 
For Payao is calling my heart 
Should you happen someday to miss me 
Just look out to Payao, where I'll be 


Dandansoy, | must depart 
For Payao is calling my heart 
Should you happen someday to miss me 
Just look out to Payao, where I'll be 
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EET gave ear to the admonitions of her vocal attendants, and after repose and the refreshment of the bath, seated - 
herself in the alcove, where a table immediately presented itself, without any visible aid from waiters or servants, and 
covered with the greatest delicacies of food and the most nectareous wines. Her ears too were feasted with music from 
invisible performers; of whom one sang, another played on the lute, and all closed in the wonderful harmony of a full 
chorus. 


She had not yet seen her destined husband. He came only in the hours of darkness and fled before the dawn of morning, 
but his accents were full of love, and inspired a like passion in her. She often begged him to stay and let her behold him, 
but he would not consent. On the contrary he charged her to make no attempt to see him, for it was his pleasure, for the 
best of reasons, to keep concealed. 


"Why should you wish to behold me?" he said. "Have you any doubt of my love? Have you any wish ungratified? If you saw 
me, perhaps you would fear me, perhaps adore me, but all | ask of you is to love me. | would rather you would love me as 
an equal than adore me as a god." 


This reasoning somewhat quieted Psyche for a time, and while the novelty lasted she felt quite happy. But at length the 
thought of her parents, left in ignorance of her fate, and of her sisters, precluded from sharing with her the delights of her 
situation, preyed on her mind and made her begin to feel her palace as but a splendid prison. When her husband came one 
night, she told him her distress, and at last drew from him an unwilling consent that her sisters should be brought to see 
her. 


So, calling Zephyr, she acquainted him with her husband's commands, and he, promptly obedient, soon brought them 
across the mountain down to their sister's valley. They embraced her and she returned their caresses. 


"Come," said Psyche, "enter with me my house and refresh yourselves with whatever your sister has to offer." 


Then taking their hands she led them into her golden palace, and committed them to the care of her numerous train of 
attendant voices, to refresh them in her baths and at her table, and to show them all her treasures. The view of these 
celestial delights caused envy to enter their bosoms, at seeing their young sister possessed of such state and splendor, so 
much exceeding their own. 


They asked her numberless questions, among others what sort of a person her husband was. Psyche replied that he was a 
beautiful youth, who generally spent the daytime in hunting upon the mountains. 
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The sisters, not satisfied with this reply, soon made her confess that she had never seen him. Then they proceeded to fill y 
her bosom with dark suspicions. "Call to mind," they said, "the Pythian oracle that declared you destined to marry a direful 7 
and tremendous monster. The inhabitants of this valley say that your husband is a terrible and monstrous serpent, who 7 
nourishes you for a while with dainties that he may by and by devour you. Take our advice. Provide yourself with a lamp l 
and a sharp knife; put them in concealment that your husband may not discover them, and when he is sound asleep, slip l 
out of bed, bring forth your lamp, and see for yourself whether what they say is true or not. If it is, hesitate not to cut off 7 
the monster's head, and thereby recover your liberty." i 
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Psyche resisted these persuasions as well as she could, but they did not fail to have their effect on her mind, and when her 
sisters were gone, their words and her own curiosity were too strong for her to resist. So she prepared her lamp and a 
sharp knife, and hid them out of sight of her husband. When he had fallen into his first sleep, she silently rose and 
uncovering her lamp beheld not a hideous monster, but the most beautiful and charming of the gods, with his golden 
ringlets wandering over his snowy neck and crimson cheek, with two dewy wings on his shoulders, whiter than snow, and 
with shining feathers like the tender blossoms of spring. 


As she leaned the lamp over to have a better view of his face, a drop of burning oil fell on the shoulder of the god. Startled, 
he opened his eyes and fixed them upon her. Then, without saying a word, he spread his white wings and flew out of the 
window. Psyche, in vain endeavoring to follow him, fell from the window to the ground. 


Cupid, beholding her as she lay in the dust, stopped his flight for an instant and said, "Oh foolish Psyche, is it thus you 
repay my love? After | disobeyed my mother's commands and made you my wife, will you think me a monster and cut off 
my head? But go; return to your sisters, whose advice you seem to think preferable to mine. | inflict no other punishment 
on you than to leave you for ever. Love cannot dwell with suspicion." So saying, he fled away, leaving poor Psyche 
prostrate on the ground, filling the place with mournful lamentations. 


When she had recovered some degree of composure she looked around her, but the palace and gardens had vanished, and 
she found herself in the open field not far from the city where her sisters dwelt. She repaired thither and told them the 
whole story of her misfortunes, at which, pretending to grieve, those spiteful creatures inwardly rejoiced. 


"For now," said they, "he will perhaps choose one of us." With this idea, without saying a word of her intentions, each of 
them rose early the next morning and ascended the mountain, and having reached the top, called upon Zephyr to receive 
her and bear her to his lord; then leaping up, and not being sustained by Zephyr, fell down the precipice and was dashed to 
pieces. 


Psyche meanwhile wandered day and night, without food or repose, in search of her husband. Casting her eyes on a lofty 
mountain having on its brow a magnificent temple, she sighed and said to herself, "Perhaps my love, my lord, inhabits 
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She had no sooner entered than she saw heaps of corn, some in loose ears and some in sheaves, with mingled ears of 

barley. Scattered about, lay sickles and rakes, and all the instruments of harvest, without order, as if thrown carelessly out 

of the weary reapers' hands in the sultry hours of the day. 


This unseemly confusion the pious Psyche put an end to, by separating and sorting everything to its proper place and kind, 
believing that she ought to neglect none of the gods, but endeavor by her piety to engage them all in her behalf. The holy 
Ceres, whose temple it was, finding her so religiously employed, thus spoke to her, "Oh Psyche, truly worthy of our pity, 
though | cannot shield you from the frowns of Venus, yet | can teach you how best to allay her displeasure. Go, then, and 
voluntarily surrender yourself to your lady and sovereign, and try by modesty and submission to win her forgiveness, and 
perhaps her favor will restore you the husband you have lost." 


Psyche obeyed the commands of Ceres and took her way to the temple of Venus, endeavoring to fortify her mind and 
ruminating on what she should say and how best propitiate the angry goddess, feeling that the issue was doubtful and 
perhaps fatal. 


Venus received her with angry countenance. "Most undutiful and faithless of servants," said she, "do you at last remember 
that you really have a mistress? Or have you rather come to see your sick husband, yet laid up of the wound given him by 
his loving wife? You are so ill favored and disagreeable that the only way you can merit your lover must be by dint of 
industry and diligence. | will make trial of your housewifery." Then she ordered Psyche to be led to the storehouse of her 
temple, where was laid up a great quantity of wheat, barley, millet, vetches, beans, and lentils prepared for food for her 
pigeons, and said, "Take and separate all these grains, putting all of the same kind in a parcel by themselves, and see that 
you get it done before evening." Then Venus departed and left her to her task. 


But Psyche, in a perfect consternation at the enormous work, sat stupid and silent, without moving a finger to the 
inextricable heap. 


While she sat despairing, Cupid stirred up the little ant, a native of the fields, to take compassion on her. The leader of the 
anthill, followed by whole hosts of his six-legged subjects, approached the heap, and with the utmost diligence taking grain 
by grain, they separated the pile, sorting each kind to its parcel; and when it was all done, they vanished out of sight in a 
moment. 


Venus at the approach of twilight returned from the banquet of the gods, breathing odors and crowned with roses. Seeing 
the task done, she exclaimed, "This is no work of yours, wicked one, but his, whom to your own and his misfortune you 
have enticed." So saying, she threw her a piece of black bread for her supper and went away. 


Next morning Venus ordered Psyche to be called and said to her, "Behold yonder grove which stretches along the margin 
of the water. There you will find sheep feeding without a shepherd, with golden-shining fleeces on their backs. Go, fetch me 
a sample of that precious wool gathered from every one of their fleeces." 


Psyche obediently went to the riverside, prepared to do her best to execute the command. But the river god inspired the 
reeds with harmonious murmurs, which seemed to say, "Oh maiden, severely tried, tempt not the dangerous flood, nor 
venture among the formidable rams on the other side, for as long as they are under the influence of the rising sun, they 
burn with a cruel rage to destroy mortals with their sharp horns or rude teeth. But when the noontide sun has driven the 
cattle to the shade, and the serene spirit of the flood has lulled them to rest, you may then cross in safety, and you will find 
the woolly gold sticking to the bushes and the trunks of the trees." 


Thus the compassionate river god gave Psyche instructions how to accomplish her task, and by observing his directions 
she soon returned to Venus with her arms full of the golden fleece; but she received not the approbation of her implacable 
mistress, who said, "I know very well it is by none of your own doings that you have succeeded in this task, and | am not 
satisfied yet that you have any capacity to make yourself useful. But | have another task for you. Here, take this box and 
go your way to the infernal shades, and give this box to Proserpine and say, 'My mistress Venus desires you to send her a 
little of your beauty, for in tending her sick son she has lost some of her own.' Be not too long on your errand, for | must 
paint myself with it to appear at the circle of the gods and goddesses this evening." 


Psyche was now Satisfied that her destruction was at hand, being obliged to go with her own feet directly down to Erebus. 
Wherefore, to make no delay of what was not to be avoided, she goes to the top of a high tower to precipitate herself 
headlong, thus to descend the shortest way to the shades below. But a voice from the tower said to her, "Why, poor 
unlucky girl, do you design to put an end to your days in so dreadful a manner? And what cowardice makes you sink under 
this last danger who have been so miraculously supported in all your former?" Then the voice told her how by a certain 
cave she might reach the realms of Pluto, and how to avoid all the dangers of the road, to pass by Cerberus, the three- 
headed dog, and prevail on Charon, the ferryman, to take her across the black river and bring her back again. But the voice 
added, "When Proserpine has given you the box filled with her beauty, of all things this is chiefly to be observed by you, 
that you never once open or look into the box nor allow your curiosity to pry into the treasure of the beauty of the 
goddesses." 


Psyche, encouraged by this advice, obeyed it in all things, and taking heed to her ways traveled safely to the kingdom of 
Pluto. She was admitted to the palace of Proserpine, and without accepting the delicate seat or delicious banquet that was 
offered her, but contented with coarse bread for her food, she delivered her message from Venus. Presently the box was 
returned to her, shut and filled with the precious commodity. Then she returned the way she came, and glad was she to 
come out once more into the light of day. 
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She had no sooner entered tan she saw heaps of corn, some in loose ears and some in sheaves, with mingled ears of 
barley. Scattered about, lay sickles and rakes, and all the instruments of harvest, without order, as if thrown carelessly out 
of the weary reapers' hands in the sultry hours of the day. 


This unseemly confusion the pious Psyche put an end to, by separating and sorting everything to its proper place and kind, 
believing tha 


But having got so far successfully through her dangerous task a longing desire seized her to examine the contents of the 
box. "What," said she, "shall 1, the carrier of this divine beauty, not take the least bit to put on my cheeks to appear to 
more advantage in the eyes of my beloved husband!" So she carefully opened the box, but found nothing there of any 
beauty at all, but an infernal and truly Stygian sleep, which being thus set free from its prison, took possession of her, and 
she fell down in the midst of the road, a sleepy corpse without sense or motion. 


But Cupid, being now recovered from his wound, and not able longer to bear the absence of his beloved Psyche, slipping 
through the smallest crack of the window of his chamber which happened to be left open, flew to the spot where Psyche 
lay, and gathering up the sleep from her body closed it again in the box, and waked Psyche with a light touch of one of his 
arrows. "Again," said he, "have you almost perished by the same curiosity. But now perform exactly the task imposed on 
you by my mother, and | will take care of the rest." 


Then Cupid, as swift as lightning penetrating the heights of heaven, presented himself before Jupiter with his supplication. 
Jupiter lent a favoring ear, and pleaded the cause of the lovers so earnestly with Venus that he won her consent. On this he 
sent Mercury to bring Psyche up to the heavenly assembly, and when she arrived, handing her a cup of ambrosia, he said, 
"Drink this, Psyche, and be immortal; nor shall Cupid ever break away from the knot in which he is tied, but these nuptials 
shall be perpetual." 


Thus Psyche became at last united to Cupid, and in due time they had a daughter born to them whose name was Pleasure. 


Cupid and Psyche 
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The Adventures of Juan 


Juan was always getting into trouble. He was a lazy boy, and more than that, he did not have good 
sense. When he tried to do things, he made such dreadful mistakes that he might better not have tried. 


His family grew very impatient with him, scolding and beating him whenever he did anything wrong. 
One day his mother, who was almost discouraged with him, gave him a bolo and sent him to the forest, for 
she thought he could at least cut firewood. Juan walked leisurely along, contemplating some means of 
escape. At last he came to a tree that seemed easy to cut, and then he drew his long knife and prepared to 
work. 


Now it happened that this was a magic tree and it said to Juan: 
“If you do not cut me | will give you a goat that shakes silver from its whiskers.” 


This pleased Juan wonderfully, both because he was curious to see the goat, and because he would 
not have to chop the wood. He agreed at once to spare the tree, whereupon the bark separated and a goat 
stepped out. Juan commanded it to shake its whiskers, and when the money began to drop he was so 
delighted that he took the animal and started home to show his treasure to his mother. 


On the way he met a friend who was more cunning than Juan, and when he heard of the boy’s rich | 
goat he decided to rob him. Knowing Juan's fondness for tuba, he persuaded him to drink, and while he was | 
drunk, the friend substituted another goat for the magic one. As soon as he was sober again, Juan hastened 
home with the goat and told his people of the wonderful tree, but when he commanded the animal to shake | 
its deep no money fell out. The family, believing it to be another of Juan's tricks, beat and scolded the | 
poor boy. 


He went back to the tree and threatened to cut it down for lying to him, but the tree said: 
“No, do not cut me down and | will give you a net which you may cast on dry ground, or even in the tree 
tops, and it will return full of fish.” 


So Juan spared the tree and started home with his precious net, but on the way he met the same 
friend who again persuaded him to drink tuba. While he was drunk, the friend replaced the magic net with a 
common one, so that when Juan reached home and tried to show his power, he was again the subject of 
ridicule. 


Once more Juan went to his tree, this time determined to cut it down. But the offer of a magic pot, 
always full of rice and spoons which provided whatever he wished to eat with his rice, dissuaded him, and he 
started home happier than ever. Before reaching home, however, he met with the same fate as before, and 
his folks, who were becoming tired of his pranks, beat him harder than ever. 

Thoroughly angered, Juan sought the tree a fourth time and was on the point of cutting it down when 
once more it arrested his attention. After some discussion, he consented to accept a stick to which 
only to say, “Boombye, Boomba,” and it would beat and kill anything he wished. 


When he met his friend on this trip, he was asked what he had and he replied: 
“Oh, it is only a stick, but if | say ‘Boombye, Boomba it will beat you to death.” 


At the sound of the magic words the stick leaped from his hands and began beating his friend anti Griega; 

“Oh, stop it and | will give back everything that | stole from you.” Juan ordered the stick to sto pza S 

compelled the man to lead the goat and to carry the net and the jar and spoons to his home. N N 
| 


was not scolded. 


After they had finished Juan said: 
“You have beaten me and scolded me all my life, and now you are glad to accept my good things=la 
to show you something else: ‘Boombye, Boomba’.” Immediately the stick leaped out and beat then 
they begged for mercy and promised that Juan should ever after be head of the house. 


From that time Juan was rich and powerful, but he never went anywhere without his stick. One nio 
when some thieves came to his house, he would have been robbed and killed had it not been for the mg 
words “Boombye, Boomba,” which caused the death of all the robbers. 


\ Some time after this he married a beautiful princess, and because of the kindness of the magic tree, th 


Just Ask for Mercy 


Emma Hobday 
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Something is eating the hostas. | 
It's a tricky section of the garden- shaded and north-facing- but the foliage thrives under my watchful eye. | ensure it grows Er al 
I‘m outraged by the pock-marked damage I’ve discovered, and search for the culprit amongst the ovate leaves. There! A snail Fin 


A gardener must be brutal, constantly battling soft bodied grubs, mandible-fanged pests, plagues of aphids and creeping insidfpus 


Inside the house the landline telephone clamours, taking seven rings for Mrs. Nolan to stir from her armchair doze and mobilisd he 
“Hello, this is Miriam... 

“Oh, I'm as well as can be expected. And you? | 
“Yes, a very hot spell. The garden's very thirsty... 

“Oh...really? You're too kind! Honestly, it's too much... | 
“It’s an absolute honour. | can’t quite take it all in. Trevor would have been so pleased. So very, very pleased... 

“Thank you ever so much. It’s all such a surprise! | 

“| certainly will, and you too. Cheerio.” | 


The telephone pings as it’s replaced in its cradle, and | sense Mrs. Nolan shuffling along to the back door to find me. | muse ovf" tł 
“Mercy, are you there?” 

“Right over here, Mrs. Nolan.” | sound as sweet as maple syrup. 

Mrs. Nolan emerges from the side of the house, blinking in the bright sunshine, taking a moment to locate me by the shadowy bor 


“I've had the most remarkable news, Mercy. The Village Committee have nominated me for the Best Blooming Garden award. hov 


Both Mrs Nolan and I glance involuntarily to the place on the lawn where Mr Nolan was found. | am pleasantly surprised to m. h 
Here we go. Mrs Nolan’s eyes are welling up and her chin is wobbling. | stand, knit my eyebrows together with a show of concefn a 


That's when | know there is no hope left for Mrs. Nolan. A well-meaning nomination- probably from sympathy votes- has exacefbat 


Whilst some impulsivity was involved with Mr Nolan, this time I'll carefully consider my plan. 
Not to say last time wasn’t efficient and effective. | 


l'd taken great care that afternoon to prune the privet hedge to perfection. | was clearing away the cuttings- gloved, as the sal ca 
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| | ponder my options. | 
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Stepping close, | plunged the points of the shears into his fleshy, cotton-shirted paunch, which gave little more resistance} 
| than a fish belly, and slid the blades upwards under his ribs. It was remarkably easy. This single moment of pain was all it 
took to free him from his frustrated, failing body. A poppy-crimson stain blossomed under his spread fingers as he clutched 
his gut in a futile attempt to hold back the seeping blood. Before my eyes his pallid face became slack-jawed with disbelief. 
He gurgled and spluttered, eyes bulging pleadingly, but there was nothing left to be said. As he staggered, | gently grasped 
him by the shoulders and guided him down to the ground face first, so the blade tips emerged through his back like fresh 
new shoots. 


It looked every bit the tragic accident; the clumsy fall of a foolish man carrying tools he couldn’t handle, when he should] 
have left the work for the gardener. | removed the remaining cuttings under the pretence I’d left much earlier, and left him 
for Mrs Nolan to find after she returned from the Parish cake sale. 

Perhaps a similarly violent end for Mrs Nolan would be fitting. I’m briefly excited by the thought of her pale wrists cut to 
scarlet ribbons by secateurs- driven to suicide by grief, of course. | suspect the bleeding out could take some time and given| 
the neighbours' windows will be wide open in the summer heat, enabling them to hear her screams, maybe this is an A] 
option. 


A fall on the patio? | think of Mrs Nolan's head as the snail shell crushed between my fingers and wonder if one blow weuldl 
be enough. Multiple blows would be inconsistent with a fall, raising suspicions that could compromise the innocent image I’m 
associated with throughout the village. I’m reluctant to take such risk. | 


My eyes narrow thoughtfully as | scan the tapestry of summer petalled foliage in the garden borders. 

Mrs Nolan's made a Victoria Sponge. She tells me it’s to celebrate the Best Blooming Garden nomination, but | can see hier] 
tired old heart's not in it. Nevertheless we're both playing along with her pointless charade, while it lasts. | 
“Do have a slice before you go,” she urges me. “I'll wrap up an extra slice for you to take home.” 


We're sat at her little kitchen table. I’ve taken Mr Nolan's chair as I’m curious to see her reaction, but she doesn’t comment. 
She’s adored my company since he’s been gone- evidence of her lonely, pitiful existence. My heart swells to think that on 
VII have released her from her misery. 


“Won't you have any tea, Mercy?” She looks quizzically over the top of her cup at my untouched one. | 
“I’m enjoying the delicious cake, Mrs Nolan.” I’m certainly glowing with anticipation; not at the sickly slice on my plate, but to 
see beads of sweat break out on her forehead. | 


Mrs Nolan raises a hand her heart, probably feeling some palpitations. “Mercy, you've been a rock over these last few weeks. 
| don't know how | would have coped without you,” she tells me earnestly. 


A curious sensation passes through me; a brief flicker of guilt, possibly even doubt. After all, it’s not too late, is it? | push the | 
inconvenient emotions away, remembering my role as gardener requires ruthless management of the weak and sickly, and | 
wait. 

It’s all happening fast now. Panic creeps into Mrs Nolan’s face as her heart begins to gallop like wild horses. She gasps, 
reaches out a hand towards me but knocks my plate of cake onto the floor. Both smash into pieces on the tiles. 


Digitalis Perurea, a cottage garden favourite commonly known as the foxglove, is an excellent pollinator adding height and 
structure to summer borders. It’s also highly toxic. The foxgloves | propagated have been glorious this year, in my opinion 
outshining the dahlias by far. From the unripe green seeds I’ve ground a paste and steeped it in the tea that Mrs Nolan's | 
poured from the pot. Her cup stands empty on the table, white and fluted like the trumpet of a foxglove flower 

| watch closely and am certain Mrs Nolan experiences minimal pain as her racing heart outruns itself, my face disappearing | 
from her view as her vision blurs and darkens. At her age, no one will suspect a thing. 

The village shop door tinkles as | enter, and | wait patiently while Janet serves a child buying sweets from one of the large] 
jars on the shelf. | smile indulgently at the youngster who glances uneasily at me and takes a wary, wide sidestep around me 
as he leaves- so strange that children often sense their vulnerability better than their adult counterparts. | 


“Mercy! How are you bearing up?” Janet is the picture of kind concern. “Such a 
there when she took poorly?” 

“It was terrible” | murmur, eyes downcast. “She'd never truly recovered from fin 
“It was the shock, wasn’t it? And a broken heart. Maybe it's all for the best.” 
returns. “What can | help you with?” 

“Could | pop a note in the window, please? To let people know I’m available for 
With Janet’s permission | take out from my bag the card I’ve carefully writte 
plastic sleeves hanging in the shop window. It’s placed alongside local busin 
babysitting. 

In my neat, orderly cursive I’ve written my number and a friendly message. | 
Y especially as the Best Blooming Garden award is still up for grabs. 


o hear about Miriam. | heard you werel 


olan in such a state.” 
s before her bright A 


lide it into one of thel 


~e ap’ ap aP P P DP DP P DP DP D D OND a 


ato muraer you IN your sieep ana responaing Dy Immediately puncning the intruaer I 


back to show him the underside of its nose - the skin was t Th e F u n ny M es ut 


OO ee a ee O 


ar 
to Į" me?!” 


1 co see your fangs. Will you please explain why you’re here?!” 
froWning at Mesut. | 
le ow wore off. “Those are pretty offensive stereotypes. | 


/ blbod?” 

m just saying you should be more careful with your assumptions.” | 

sut pulled his fist back once more, ready to land another blow. 

sk to blanch, but the vampire somehow managed it. “Woah, Woah Woah! | think we got off on the wrong foot here. Can we put d pin 


an you to wake up. | 
1 ngticed me before | bit them. You really threw a spanner in the works, mister.” 

- fafry-tale monster standing in front of him and looking nothing short of sheepish. He let his fist drop to his side, useless. 

hat we can just chalk this encounter up as a weird night for both of us and never speak of it again.” 


s fihure began to slowly shrink and blacken, wings forming from what were once humanoid limbs. 
so many questions left hanging. 

nal#human monstrosity. 

somewhat by the fact that its head was three times smaller than its body. 

fth tongue was as stuck between the two states as the rest of it. “Yes?” 


Ji $ on any given day?” 


adf been around our body. 

lty*Gotta wait for your body to dilute it. 

il opt it also takes out all the other vitamins. I’m kind of deficient in everything.” 
ng but milkshakes, it’s a walking nightmare.” 

sels it just garlic you can't stomach?” 

veg inside coffins. You're really that surprised that we're no good in a fight?” 

j? |? just seems like your life must be kind of awful.” 

En before him, but there was no denying that it cut a pretty pathetic figure. 
nagic and more of it just being anemic kind of put a new perspective on things. 
Bu be cute if it were fully human or fully bat, but which was instead purely horrifying. “You could let me suck your blood?’ 
r something? Like from a doctor?” 


ur le l'm Rafael.” 

inds me-” it threw a handful of notes in Mesut’s direction. 
> E breeze. “You'll be wanting those back, | guess.” 
| 


| thpn attacking people stronger than you, hoping they don’t wake up, and pickpocketing them.” 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
el its previous humanoid configuration. “Pills are like food. Can't swallow them. It's got to be blood.” | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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nfiguration. “Pills are like food. Can’t swallow them. It’s got to be blood.” | 


r da Oh, that reminds me-” it threw a handful of notes in Mesut's direction. | 
Jing out under the influence of the breeze. “You'll be wanting those back, | guess.” 

Idirdg me? You stole from me?” | 
- gging to need it.” 

india better business model than attacking people stronger than you, hoping they don't wake up, and pickpocketing them.” | 
el ridiculous.” 


| 
ght 


ou hour of need, the protection of the Vampires will be on your side.” With that, the creature morphed fully into a bat, fluttering A: of 


off Kal I | 


SSS A A A A A 


